4—"           The Right Hon. H. H, Asquith, MLP.
!
1                TV /TR' ASQUITH stands in that half-light which
I                JL^JL falls on statesmen who have held the Premier-
§               ship once, and of whom it is uncertain whether time
or opportunity will allow them another term.    The
,                full glare  has   passed on.     Will  the orb of Party
\                revolve again to disperse a twilight which  already
|               begins to take on a tinge of the night of history ?
;                     The war has so foreshortened events that much
I                of the  ex-Premier's  career  already belongs  to  the
f               historian.    He is the last of the Gladstonian age—
which seems  after the storm-blast of this century
remote even to one who was an undergraduate at
the time t>f the second Home Rule Bill.    And he
is a typical Glq,dstonian-Liberal in a sense in which
I               Lord Balfour could never be described as a typical
'*               Salisburian-Conservative.    He seems to breathe the
quintessence  of the years  which  stretch from the
I               glories  of Midlothian  to  the  bleak  wastes  of the
1               New<|astle Programme.
When I spoke on the occasion of the unveiling
4               of his bust in the Debating Hall of the Oxford Union,
I had a fanciful idea that the sculptor had of intent
I               given an almost monolithic appearance to the statue
I               —quite dwarfing the naturally more ponderous frame
of the late Lord Salisbury.    It was to remind us that
\               here we had a living relic of the political Ice Age,
-j^--*         Already a large part  of Mr.  Asquith's career had
passed the test of history and been judged by time
as something of permanent excellence.
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